CHAPTER      TWENTY
Nor is it among my keener pleasures to assume a
roguish expression. A cynical smile - yes, - a bleak
and haggard despair, if you will, but roguery - no.
However-how could I explain these things to
Mr. Tuttle? Had I done so he would have been
perfectly justified in replying that I had come hereto
act, not merely to be myself. And that if I did not
wish to act I could do the other thing.
So when he said, 'Now we'll just rehearse that,1 I
assented, and followed him, with trembling knees,
to the camera.
'Now you meet me/ said Mr. Tuttle,
I met Mr. Tuttle. I kept on meeting him* But
somehow 1 did not put into the meeting that aban-
donment of welcome which was desired.
'Aren't you pleased to meet me?* asked Mr*
Tuttle.
'Am I?'
*Of course you are.*
*I see/ I went back. I grinned like a horse. I
lifted my hand high and clapped it Into that of Mr.
Tuttle.
*Finel* cried the camera man. 'Well shoot that*
They shot it
By now I felt utterly exhausted. To force onefs
imagination so brutally into such unwonted channels
needs more energy than one expends in a whole act
of a play, or several chapters of a novel. Yet - the
thing had to be done.
'The next step/ said Mr. Tuttle, 'is where you
look at the letter, notice its perfume, sniff it, ponder,
sniff again, smile and tear it up**
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